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friend Born called his attention to the gossip of the town and added, " If I were Kestner, I should not like it. What can it lead to? I presume you will separate them?" and the like, Goethe said to him, "Well, I am fool enough to consider her an extraordinary girl; if she should deceive me, and prove to be a common flirt, and if she were to use Kestner as a screen for her manoeuvres in order the more securely to lavish her charms, the moment I discovered it would be the last of our acquaintance." Nothing but these mutually pure and high sentiments made it possible for the three, who had gotten into such peculiar and delicate relations, to pass in happy harmony the beautiful months of spring and summer.
Goethe, not being burdened by official duties, was the most frequent guest at the Deutsche Haus. In the manifold duties of overseeing the fields and meadows, kitchen garden and flower garden he was Lotte's constant companion. If Kestner's business permitted he was also present. Meetings in her home alternated with excursions and walks into the environs. Thus one day resembled another and all seemed to be holidays. The whole calendar should have been printed in red. The more Goethe trusted himself and Lotte the more he gave the rein to his feelings and the more thoughtlessly he became involved in the toils of his growing fondness for her. His ever-busy fancy may have played a part in this. It unconsciously coloured things with its own rosy light. Thus in Dresden, when he was wholly devoted to Dutch art, his lodgings in the home of a cobbler had appeared to him as a painting by Ostade. Here in Wetzlar he was so full of Homer, that the maids at the well reminded him of the daughters of kings in the heroic age, and the haughty, ox-roasting wooers of Penelope were alive before him when he cooked his green peas in the inn kitchen at Garbenheim. I wonder whether, there in the Deutsche Haus with its gardens and fields, he did not also perceive the palace of Alcinous, and in Lotte the lovely Nausicaa? Thus passion may have heated fancy and fancy, in turn, passion. He sought to calm his heated blood